SCENE i.]               JWTUU'ELL

Are things as dead as yesterday: rny cause
Lies in your lips, to comfort or confound,
As ye sec reason.    Yet, as power is yours,
So let remembrance in you be for light
To see the face of the time by; so let faith,
Let noble pity and love be part of you,
To make you mindful what a cause it is
That ye must put in judgment, and what life
For fame or shame to you through all time born
Ensues upon your sentence; for ye choose
If ye will match my dangers with your faiths
And help me helpless with your hearts, who lie
By grief and fear made heartless; or lend hand
To make my weakness weaker, and break down
My broken wall of sovereignty * which now
Ye wot were no sore labour.

Standcn*                             Let him die

As heartless toward the grace of God, who hath
No heart in him to give its blood lor yours 1

Traquair*    So say we all your servants.

Queen.                                   Did I know it ?

Methinks I knew when I bade send for you.
Ye should so say*    Ah friends, I had no fear
But I should find me friends in this tierce world,
Or I had died unfriended.   Shall I thank you
For being the true men and the kind ye are,
Or take your service thankless, since I thought
Ye could not else, being young and of your kinds,
But needs must be my help? ye have not hearts
To strike but at men weaponed \ ye would not